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It is strange to reflect how seldom such a figure
of gracious age has ever been represented in a
book. I cannot recall a single instance. In Dickens
the old are generally either malignant or^ hypo^
critical, or simply imbecile; in Thackeray they
are either sentimental or of the wicked fairy type,
full of indomitable relish for life. In Shakespeare
they are shadowy and broken ; in Wordsworth
they relentlessly improve the occasion. What one
desires to see depicted is some figure that has
gained in gentleness and tolerance without losing,
shrewdness and perception j who is as much in-
terested as ever in seeing the game played, without
being enviously desirous to take a hand. The
thing is so perfectly beautiful when it occurs in
real life that it is hard to see why it should not be
represented.